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The Hiflorie of 

'Prince. Fayth,tcllmenow in earned, how came Faljlaljfet 
§wordfohackt? 

Pete. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid he would 
fweare truth out of Engkndbnthe would make you belccue it 
w«*s doaeinfi§ht,andperfvuadwd vs to do the like. 

far. Yea, and to tickle our nofes with fpcare-graffe.to make 
them bleeedc, and then to bcflubber our garments with it, and 
fweare it was the blood of true mcn.l did that 1 did not this fca- 
uen yeares before, 1 blufht to heare his monftrous deuifes. 

Prin. O villainc,thou ftolcft a cup of Sacke eightccne yeercs 
ago.andwert taken with the manner, and euerfincc thou haft 
blufht extempore, thou hadft fircandfwordonthy fide, & yet 
thou ranftaway: whatinftinft hadft thou for it? 

Bar. My Lord, doc you fccthefe meteors ? doe you behold 
thefc exhalations/ 

Princ. Idoe. m.' , ,;>r. ' ,»-• 

Bar, What thinke you they portend? 

Prin. HotLiucrs,and cold Purfes. 

'Bar. Cholcr,my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Enter Falfialjfe. 

Prin. No, if rightly taken, Halter. Here comes leane Tacke, here 
conies bare-bone. How now my fweete creature of Bombaft, 
howlong is’t ago ,/4<r^nnce thou faweft thine owne Knee? 

Fat. MyowneKnee ? when I w*? about thy yeares (Hal) I 
was not an Eagles talent in the waft: Icould haue crept into a- 
ny Aldermas thumbe-ring : apiagueof fighing and gricfc.it 
blows «.»»>anvp like a bladder.THer’s villanous newes abroad, 
here was fir John Braby from your Father : you muft goo to the 
Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, Percy\ 
and hce of Wales, that gaue Amamon the Baflinado, and made 
Lucifer cuckold, and fwore the T> well his true liegeman vpon 
the croffe ofa Welch hookc j what a plague call you him? 
Pom. 0,<f/e»dewer. 

Falf. Owen, Owen, the fame, and his Sonne in law Mortimer, 
and old Northumberland, and the fprighly Scot of Scottesft^**- 
vlas, that runnes a horfc-back vp a hill perpendicular, 

Prin. Hee thatridesat high fpeed, and withaPiftoll killcsa 
Sparrow flying. 
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Heme the fourth, 

Falf. YoR haue hit it. 

Prin. Sodidheneuer theSparrow. 

Falf. Well, that rafcall hath good mettallin him, he will not 
nirine. 

Prince. Why what a rafcall art thou then, to prayfe him fo 
forrunning? 

Falf. A horfc-backe (ye cuckoe) but a foote hee will not 
budge a foote. 

Prin. Y es Iackt, vpon inftin ft. 

, PaJ f, Lg«ntye,vponinftinft : well,hc is there too, and one 

Mordake, and a thoufand blew Caps more. IVorcefterh ftolne a* 
way by night, thy fathers bcardis turn’d white with thenewes, 
youmay buyLandnow as cheapeas Oinking Mackrell. 

Prin. Then tis like, if there come a hot Sunne,and this ciuill 
buffeting hold,wc /ball buy Mayden-hcads.as they buy Hob- 
nailes, by the hundreds. 

Fal. By thc Mafle lad, thou faift true, it is like v. e fball haue 
good trading that way. But tell me Hal, art not thou horrible a- 
fcard ? thou bcmgHeire apparant, could the world pickethcc 
* out three fuch Enemies againe, as that fiend Douglas, that fpirit 
, '(Percy, and that diucll Glendcwer l Art not thou horrible afraidc ? 
doth not thy blood.thrill at it? 

Prin. Notavvhit yfayth : Ilacke fomcofthy inftinft. 

Falf. Well, thou writ be horrible chidde to morrow when 
thou commeft to thy Father: ifthoudoeloue. inc, praftifean 
anfwerc. 

Prin. Doe thou ffandformy Father, and examine me vpon 
the particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall I? content: this Chaire /hall be my State, this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, and thisCulhinmy Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a ioynd Stole, thy golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne, fora 
pitrifull bald Crowne. 

Fal. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thce 8 . 
now /halt thou be moued . Giucmec acuppeofSackctomakc 
mine, eyes lookereddc, that it may be thought I haue wept, 
fori muft fpeakeinpafsion, aijdI\viUdocitmICing(Ptf«^>y« 
vaine. 
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